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PAINTED FACES.

The First Charm of 8 Woman Destroyec
by the Rouge-Pot.

In spite of salves and oils and pe~

fumes and baths, no woman ever had s
uuch eare taken of hor health and her
person as the modern woman has. In-
leed, so thoroughly is the care giver
nowadays that the unpleasant term.
‘well groomed,” is applied to it, as i
the object of the care were placed in the
same category with the brute animais
For it is somewhat of a “horsey” age,
ind to eall & woman a thoroughbred is
considered by many men and women,
too, the best that can be said of her.

Although in classic times the bath
seems to khave been one of the chief
features of life, yet in the medieval

iays—so had things changed—a lady’s
toilet, if not by any means a thing of
brief or slight matter, had very little
to do with the bath. When her hair was
pomaded and braided with jewels, and
her head-dress, her gowns and genar
were arranged, the thing was done
Nor was there mneh bathing done in
the days of rouge and patches. Even
less than a hundred years ago the habit

o1 frequently bathing the entire per-

son was called by the good, old, eareful
housewives a “nasty French fashion.”

At the present day the first charm of |

a woman is the sense of cleanliness
about her—the bloom on her sweet
<kin, the luster in her hair, the sparkle

af her teeth. This cleanliness it is her |

wise effort to maintain, and if the least
particle of what is known as “making
ap” should become apparent about her
she knows her charm is lost. The rouge
pot, the hare's foot, the pencil for the

syvehrows, the coral lip salve—if there !
is 1 suspicion, of the use of any of these, |

there will be left a hint, a suggestion of
uneleanliness in the' beholder’s mind
‘which utterly destroys anything accom-
plished by skill in the pictorial line;
for no one who is not virtually an artist
can use these articles so that she will
not be discovered; and she who is dis-
covered bears not only the stigma ol
having failed in her purpose, of the
vanity of caring too much for her ap-
pearance, but of having tried to cheat

and been unsuccessful in that also.
For the woman who makes up in her
dressing-room  never knows exactly

what the effect is going to be in the
full sunshine of outdoors, and she whe
powders and paints nnd pencils in the
«laylight has no notion of the effect ol
her work by candlelight; and she whec
puts on her bismuth and her antimony
and goes to a ball or theater does nof
kknow at what moment the gas from the

cehandelier or from other sources is to |

swireak her with moldy green and bistre-
brown and blue.

The good grooming of the bath, the
brisk rubbing of the brush, is really all-
sufficient wherever there is any good de-
gree of health. Those whom that does
not make lovely will never look lovely
in false colors, and it will make every-
one who is at all wholesome and healthy
lcok more so, and in the long run the
wholesome look is the greatest attrac-
tion of all. For when the beauty of
early years has faded the perfectly
healthy woman who never had beauty
is bound to he more attractive than she
who has neither beauty nor health,
health itself being a beauty, and con-
tinving a beaunty into old age.

Tt is fortunate that good breeding '

and good taste have now become so gen-
eral, and that the finer world has so
much tc preoceupy its thought and ac-
tivity thai the fancy for heightening or
for Interféring with the work of nature
is found only in the most feather-
‘hrained and empty-headed.—FHarper's
Bazar.

FASHIONABLE LACES.

“Gulpure Is s Sultable Trimming for
Batiste.

A littles breath of, favor was' blown
on delicate laces so long displaced for
heavy cotton guipure and valenciennes
anc darned tulle are once again worn.
The latter seems to owe its revival to
the popularity of piece tulle. Guipures
continue to be used, but it is to flat ap-
pliques that they are suited, while net
laces are used for ruffles and ruches,
and have guite a different expression.
Both kinds are used in the following
casino gown made by Nicaud: The ma-
terials are strawberry red taffeta and
wcru batiste. Over the gowr of taffeta
ix a skirt and low-necked sleeveless
Llouse of the batiste, making a trans-

rency. The batiste has guipure in
jrregular patterns appliqued on the
front, with the batiste cut out from
under the lace, and is bordered with a
net lace ruche about two fingers wide,
“The ruche borders the neck and arm-
‘holes, the bottom of the skirt, and out-
{ines some of the guipure insets near
the foot. All the lace is yellowed tc
the same tone as the batiste. Tabs of
tetiste bordered with ruching stand
a1t from the top of the collar band, and
ruching borders the wrists.

A great success has fallen to ecra
batiste. Its function is to act as a
transparency over color and make =
background for ribbons. It harmonizes
with everyvthing: is the coloring of the
fashionable manilla hats, and forms a
most refined combination with black.
it is to be had not only plain, but dotted
with white, and in stripes and bars,
these last suited to gowns for morning
wear. A prefty batiste gown that can
1w made by the amateur has a blouse
21 in tucks running round, a wide tuck
alternating with a cluster of narrow
ones. The sleeve is tucked round ia
the same way, and the skirt has a three-
ineh black satin ribbon round the bot-
tom, with a narrow eeru ribbon sewe:d
upon the black near the lower edge. A
wide sa=h ribbon, half yellow and half
plaid, v ‘@b biack edges, forms a neck
pand and belt with large quilled bows
bebind, and sash ends.
made over a pale violet lining.—Pari
Tetter.

Cherry Shorteake.
_ Make five or six plates of rich paste,
one pound of fresh butter, one quart
of flour. Make it with ice water, roll-
ing and putting butter thickly on one
side. Sift the flour, and roll
putting on more butter, and repeat this

and fruit in alternaic layer~ after the
pastry is baked and has had time tc
‘sool. Cover the whole with whipped
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CHAPTER VIIL—-CONTINURD

“How can we save ourselves b
erouching here like rats in a wall?”
asked of Molas. ‘“‘Doubtless the secret
of the hiding place is known to those
who live in the house, and they will
drag us out and butcher us.”

" woman Luisa saya that it is
known to none except herself, lord, for
she declares that not two months ago she
discovered it for the first time by the
accident of the broom with whicl{ she
was eweeping the floor striking against
the springs of the panel. Amﬁr now let
us come out for a while, for it is not yet
eleven o'clock, and she says that there
will be no danger till after midnight.”

“Has she any plan for our escap=?" I
| asked.

“*She has a plan, though she is doubt-
ful of its success. When the murderers

This gown is |

again, |

have been and found us gone they will

| think either that we are wizards or

| that we have made our way out of the
. house, and will search ‘'no more till
| dawn. Meanwhile, if she can, Luisa
will return and, entering the chamber
by the seeret entrance, will lead us to
- the chapel, whence she thinks that we
may fly to the forest."

“Where is this secret entrance,
Molas?" )

“I do not know, lord: she had no time
to tell me, but the murderers will come
| by it. She did tell me, however, that
she believes that a man and a woman
are imprisoned near the chapel, though
| she knows nothing of them and pever
visits the ?lace, because the Indians be-
lieve it to be haunted. Doubtless these
| two are Zibalbay and his daughter, so

that if you live to come so far yon may
| find them there and speak with them.”
Some minutes before midnight we
! extinguished the light, and, creeping
| one by one through the hole in the pan-
| eling, closed it behind us and took our

stand in the little dungeon. Here the

darkness was awful, and as the warmth

of the wine we had drunk R.mssed' from
| our veins our fears gathered thickupon
| us and oppressed our souls.

Finall the senor touched me.
“Hark!" he whispered into my ear, *'I
hear men creeping about the room.™

“For the love of God be silent,” 1 an-
swered, gripping bis hand.

CHAPTER 1IX
THE DUEL.

Now we placed our ears against the
panelling and listened. First wwe heard
| ereaks that were loud in the stillness,

then soft heavy noises such as are made
| by a cat when it jumps from . height to

the ground, and a gentle rubbieg as of

stockingred fect npon the flcor. After
| this for some seconds there was silence
that presently was broken by the click
of steel and the sound of heavy blows
delivered upom some soft substanece
with swords and knives. The murderers
| were driving their weapons through
| the bedclothes, thinking that we slept

beneath them. Nextcame whisperings
| and muttered oaths, then a voice, Don
Jose's, said:

“Be careful, the beds are empty.”

Another instant candles were lit, for

peepholes in the panel, and by putting
our eves to these we could see all that
| passed in the room. There before us
was Don Jose, Don Smith, and four of
their companions, all armed with knives
or machetes, while framed, as it were
in the wall, in the place that had been
occupied by the picture of the abbot,
stood our host, Don Pedro, holding a
| eandle above his head, and glaring with
‘ his fish-like eyes into every corner of
| the room.

*Where are they?” he said. **Where
are tiie wizards? Find them quick and
kill them.”

Now the men ran toand fro about the
room, dragging aside the bedsand star-
ing at the pictures on the walls as
though they expected to see us there.

“They are gone,” said Jose at length.
“That Indian, Ignatio, has conjured
them away, He is a demonio and nota
man. I thought it from the first.”

“lmpossible!” eried Dom Pedro, who
was white with rage and fear., *“‘The
door has been watched ever since they
entered it, and no living thing could
force those bars. Searcﬁ. search; they
must be hidden.”

“Search yourself,” answered Don
Smith sullenly, **they're not here. Per-
Laps they discovered the trick of the
picture and escaped down the passage
to the chapel.™

*It eannot be.” said Don Pedro again,
**for just now I was in the chapel and
saw no signs of them. We have some
traitor among us who has led them from
the honse, By heaven, if I find him
out!"” and he uttered a fearful oath.

“Shall we bring the dogs?" asked
Jose, and I trembled at his words.
“They might smell their footing.”

*Fool! what is the use of dogs in &
place where all of you have been
tramping?” answered the father. *“To-
morrow at dawn we wiil try them ont-
side. for these men must be found and
killed or we are ruined. Tell those
rascals to give up the search and go to
bed; it is useless. Then do you come
guiet to my room, and we will visit the
Indian and his danghter. If we are to
get their secret out of them it must be
done to-night, for, like a fool, [ told
that Englishman the story when the
wine was in me, thinking that he would
never live to repeat it.”

*Yes, yes, it must be done to-night,
for to-morrow we may have to fly.
| But what if the brutes won't s

father?"
| *“*We will find means to make them
h?eak." answered the old man with a
bideous chuckle; *“*but whether they
| speak or not, they must be silent after-
ward—" and he drew his hand across
| his throat and a2dded: *“*Come.™

An hour passed while we stood in the
hole trembling with excitement, hope,
| and fear, and then once more we heard
| eracks. followed presently by the sound
| of a voice whispering on the further
| side of the panel.

“Are you there, lord?” the whisper
| said. *Itis I, Luisa.”
|  **Yes,” | answered.
l Now she touched the spring and
| apened the door.
“*Listen,” she said; *‘they have gone
| 8o sleep. all of them, but before dawn
they will be up again to search for you
far and wide. Therefor you must do

one of two things—Ilie hid here, perhaps |

for days, or take your chance of escape
at once.”

“How can we escape?” I asked.

**There is but one way, lord, through
| the chapel. The door into it is locked,
| but I can show you a place from which
| the priests used to watck those below,
| and thence, if you are brave, you can
'drop tothe ground beneath, for the

will have to b
:;ge:ce; ’::honldm Then youn
must fly unimynhﬁnmbytb
light of moon, W

their light reached us through small !

there, Jhm Don Pedro and s:.t? havs
gone to visit them. The ri great;
shall we take it?™

“Yes,” answered the senor, after a
moment’s thought, *“for it is better to
take a risk than to perish by inches in
this hole of starvation, or perhaps to be
discovered and murdered cold blood.
Also we have traveled far and under-
gone much to find the Iinlian, and if we

our of doing so we may get

no other.”
Now one by one we climbed Lhm%h
the false «l, and by the light of the
moon Lu led us across the chamber

to the ugol between the beds where
hangs the picture of the abbot. This
picture, which is on a painted slab of
wood, ved to be nothing more than
a cunningly devised door comstruectad
to swing u a pivot.

Resting her knee on the threshold,
Luisa serambled into the passage be-

ond, and when the rest of us stood b

er side she closed the panel, and bid-
ding us to cling to one another, and be
silent, she took me by the hand and
guided us through various passages till
at length she whispered:

“Be cautions, now, for we come to
the place whence you drop into the
clzahpel. and there is a stairway to your
right.”

Ve passed the stairway and turned
the corner, Luisa still leading.

Next instant she staggered back into
my arms, murmuring: ‘‘Mother of
heaven! the ghots! the ghosts!™ In-
deed, had [ not held her she would have
fled. still clasping her hand, I pushed
forward to find myself standing in a
small recess that was placed about ten
feet above the floor of the chapel, and,
like other places in this house, so ar-
ranged that the atbot or monk in
authority, without being seen himself,
could see and hear all that passed be-
neath him.

Of one thing I am sure, that during
all the generations that are gone by no
monk watching here eversaw a stranger
sight than that which met my eyes.
The chancel of the chapel was Il};: up by
shafts of Dbrilliant moonlight that
poured through the broken window,
and by a lamp which stood upon the
stone altar. Within the circle of strong
light thrown by this lamp were four
Be‘ople, namely: Don Pedro, his son

on Jose, an old Indian, and a girl.

On either side of the altar then, as
now, rose two carven pillars of sapote
wood, the tops of which were fash-
ioned into the figure of angels, and to
these columns the old Indian and the
women were tied, one to each column,
their hands being joined together at
tone back of the pillars in such & man-
ner as to render them absolutely help-
less. My eyes first rested upon the
woman, who was nearest to me, and
secing her, even as she was then, dis-
hevelled and worn with pain and hun-
ger, with her proud face distorted by
agony of mind and impotent rage, I no
loagce wondered that both Molas and
Don Pedro had raved about her beauty.

She was an Indian, but such an In-
dian as I had never known before, for
in color she was almost white, and her
dark and wavinﬁ' hair hung in masses
to her knee. Her face was oval and
smull-featured, and in it shone 2 pair
of wonderful dark blue eyes, while the
clinging white robe she wore revealed
the loveliness 'of her tall and delicate
shape.

Bad as was the girl's plight, that of
the old man, her father, who was none
other than the Zibalbay we had come
to seck, seemed even worse. lle was,
as Molas had described him, thin and
very tall, with white hair and beard,
hawk-like eyes, and aquiline features,
nor had Don Pedro spoken more than
the truth when he said he looked like
a kin%

*“What shall we iry him with now?"
said Don Jore, addressing Don Pedro;
“hot steel or cold? Make up yourmind,

for 1 am getting tired. Well, if you
won't, just hand me that machete, will

ou? Now friend,” he went on, ad-

ressing the Indian, *“for the last time
I ask you to tell us where is that tem-
ple full of gold of which you spoke to
your daughter in my fether's hearing?"

“There is no such place, white man,”
he answered sullenly.

“Indeed, friend. Then will you ex-
plain where you got those little ingots
which we captn from the Indian who
had been visiting you, and whence came
this machete?” and he pointed to the
weapon in his hand.

It was a sword of at beaunty, as [
could see, but of ened copper, and
having for a handle a fema}:: figure
with outsirgteched arms fashioned in
solid gold.

“*The machete was given to me by a
friend,” said the Indian. *‘I do not
know where he got it.”

“Really,” answered Jose with a bru-
tal laugh; “perhaps yon will remember
presently. [Here, father, warm the
point of the machete in the lamp, will
you, while I tell our guest how we are
going to serve him and his daughter.”

Don Yedro nodded, and taking the
sword held the tip of it over the flame,
while Jose, bending forward, whispered
into the Indian's ear, pointing from
to time to the girl

“Are you white men, then, devils?"
said the old man at length, with a

an that seemed to burst from the
ttom of his heart, “and is there no
law or justice among you?"

**None at all, friend.” answered Jose;
‘‘swwe are good fellows enongh, but times
are hard, and we must live. Now, once
more, will you iiuide us to the place
whence that gold came, leaving your
daughter here as hostage for our
safety?”

“Never!” cried the Indian. *‘Better
that we two should perish a hundred
times than thnt.ldtha ancient ;ecret.s of
my people should pass to suc as you."”

**So yon have secrets afterall! Father,
is the sword hot?” asked Jose.

‘‘One minute wcore,” said the old man,
turning the point in the flame.

This was the scene that we witnessed,
and these were the words that as-
tonished our ears.

*It is time to interfere,” muttered
the senor, and, placing his hand upon
the rail, he prepared to drop into the
church,

Now a thought struck me,and I drew

him back to the l)assaac.
**Perhaps the door is open.”™ I said.

““Are you going in there?" asked the
girl Luisa.

“Certainly,” I replied: We must res-
cue these people or die with them.

“Then, senor, farewell. I have done
all I can for you, and now the saints
must be your guide, for if I am seen
they will kill me, and I have a child for
whose sake I desire to live., Again,
farewell,” and she glided away likea
shadow.

Now we crept forward and down the
stair. At the foot of it wasa littledoor,
which, as we had hoped, stood ajar.
For a moment we consulted ther,
then we erawled forward through the
gloom toward the ring of light about
the altar. Now Jose had the heated
sword in his hand.

“Look up, my dear, look up,” he said
to the girl, patting her on the cheek.
*I am about to baptize your excellent
father according to the rites of the
Christian religion by marking him with
a cross tt:lpon the h;retgead.“ and he ad-
vanced the point o e sword toward
t.hz Inmdiun‘rjfnce.

t t instance Molas pinned him
from mﬂﬂ“?g&g hhim t‘:: d th2
weapon, while id the same office
Don Pedro,holding him so that, stru“l;z
us he might, he could not stir.

“*Make a souna either of you and you

are dead,” said the senor,

:lf Itl’ Jouu.‘l breast, where it
ow through

clothes, i

. “What are we to do with
b these men?™

s e — e e —
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“K1ll them as they wounld have killed
us,” ansvered Moilas: *“or, f you fear
the task, eut loose ihe old man yonder
and | :t him avenge his and his daugh-
ter'’s wrongs.”

“What say you, Ignatio?™

“I seek no man's blood, but for onr
own safety it is well titat these wretches
should die. Away with them!"

Now Don Pedro began to bleat inar-
ticulately in his terror. and that hero,
Jose, burst into tears and pleaded for
his life, writhing with pain the while,
lfaqr the point of the sword scorched

im.
“You are an English tleman.” he
ed; ‘‘you cannot butcher a help-
ess man as tho:gh he were an ox."

*“*As you tried to butcher us in the
chamber yonder, us, who saved your
life,” answered the semor. “You are
right. I cannot do it, becanse, as you
say, lam a entleman. Molas, loose
this dog, and if he tries to run puta
knife through him. Jose Moreno, you
have a sword l:iy i’our side, and 1 have
one in my hand; 1 will not murder you,
but we bave a C}um’rel and we will set-
tle it here now.'

“You are mad, senor,” I said, ‘“to risk
your life thus. I myself will kill him
rather than it should be s0."

“Will youn fight if 1 loose you, Jose
Moreno?” he said, making me no an-
swer, “‘or will you be killed where you
stand?"

J “I wilk fight,"” he replied.
“Good. Let him free, Molas, and be
ready with your knife.”

“*I command you,” I began, but al-
ready the man was loose and the senor
st waiting for him, his back to the
door and the Indian machete handled
with the golden woman in his hand.

From the moment that 1 saw them
fronting each other, my fears for the
issue vanished. Victory was written on
the calm features of the senor, while
the face of Jose told only of baflled fury
stmggling with bottomless despair.

Still it was he who struck first, for,
stepping forward, he aimed a desperate
blow at the senor’s head, who, spring-
ing aside, avoided it, and in return ran
him through the left arm. Witha er
of pain, the Mexican sprang back, fol-
lowed by the senor., at whom Le eut
from time to time, but without result,
for every blow was parried.

Now they were within the altarrails,
and now his back was against one of the
carved pillars of sapote wood, that to
which the girl was tied.

Then the end came, for the senor,
whe was watching his chance, drew
suddenly within reach, only to step
back so that the furious blow aimed at
his head struck with a ringing sound
upon the marble floor. Defore Don
Jose could lift the sword again, the
senor thrust with all his strength and
his machete pierced the DMexican
through the heart.

And now 1 must tell of my own folly
that wert near to bringing us all to
death. You will remember that I was
holding Don Pedro, and in my joy and
agitation I slacked my grip, so that
with a sudden twist he was able to tear
himself from my hdhds, and in the
twinkling of an eye was gone.

I bounded after him, but too late, for
&s I reached the door it slammed in my
face, nor could I open it, for on the
chapel side was neither key nor handle.

“Fly," I cried, rushing back to the
altar; “he has escaped, and will pres-
ently be here with the rest.”

The senor bad seen, and already was
engaged in severing with his sword the
rope that bound the girl, while Molas
cut loose her father. Now 1 leaped
upon the altar, and springing at the
stonework of the broken window, made
shift to pull myself up with the help of
Molas pushing from below. Seated
upon the window ledﬁe I leaned down,
and, catching the Indian Zibalbay by
the wrists, with great efforts 1 dragged
him to me and bade him drop without
fear to the ground, which wasnot more
than ten feet belew us. Next came his
daunghter, then the senor, and last of all
Molas, so that within three minutes
from the escape of Don Pedro we stood
unhurt on the outside the chapel among
the bushes of a garden.

*Where to now?" 1 said, for Lthe place
was strange to me.

The girl Maya looked round her, then
she glanced up at the heavens.

“Follow me,” she said, ‘I know a
way,” and started down the gardeu at
a run.

Presently we came to a wall the
height of a man, beyond which was a
tl!i.’:rk hedge of alves which we forced
our way through and found ourselves
in a milpa, or cornfield. Here the girl
.-stoj)ped, and sgain searched the stars,
and at tbat moment we heard sounds of
shonzing, and, looking back, saw lights
Moving to and fro in the hacienda.

“We must go forward or rish," 1
said; “Don Pedro has aroused his men."”

Then she dashed into the milpa, and
we followed her, till at length we were
clear of the cultivated land and stand-
ing on the borders of the forest.

““Halt!" I said; **where do we run to?
The road runs to the right, and by fol-
lowing it we may reach a town."

**To be arrested as murderers,” broke
in the senor. “You forget that Jose
Moreno is dead at my hands, and his
father will swear our lives away, or
that at the best we shall be thrown intg

rison. No, no, we must hide in the

ush."”

“8irs,"” said the old Indian, speaking
for the first time, 1 know a secret

lace in the forest, an ancient and ru-
ined building, where we may take ref-
uge for a while if we can reach it. But
first I ask, who are you?”

“You should know me, Zibalbay,”
said Molas, *‘seeing that I am the mes-
senger whom you sent to search for him
that you desired to find, the lord and
keeper of the heart,” and he pointed to
me,

“*Are you that man?” asked the In-
dian.

*1 am,” I answered, “‘and I have suf-
fered much to find you, but now is no
time to talk; guide us to this h'lding
place of yours, for curdanger is great.

Then once more the girl took the
lead, and we plunged forward into the
forest, often stumbling and falling in
the darkness, till the dawn broke in the
east and the shoutings of our pursoers
died awa.y.l

TO BE CONTINUED |

The inly Reguisite.

What is known in the United States
and in England as “evening dress™ for
men, plays quite a different part on
the European continent, where the
“swallow-tail” coat and white eravat
are regarded as requisites for *full
dress” on any ceremonious occasion,
whether during the day or in the even-
ing. When the celebrated pianist,
Hans Von Bulow, went to England for
the first time on a concert tour, he was
much surprised to find that the custom
of the country made his dress suit in-
appropriate at afternoon concerts,
where he was expected to appear in
frock coat with light trousers. Soon
after his return from his tour a young
pianist called on him to get his advice
snd opinion in regard to a comprehen-
sive piasnoforte method which he had
just published under the title of “I'In-
dispensable du Pianiste.” *“Ah! my
dear young friend,” cried the great
musician, with a whimsical smile,
“you are far behind the times. You
ought to travel and enlarge your mind;
then you will find out that the pianist's
oaly ‘indispensable’ is & pair of light
trousers!”—Youth's Compsunion.

Prince Bismarck deri-.s an annual
income of $175,000 fron: the various in
| dustries in which he is interested.

DISCOVERY OF MAPLE SUGAR,

Like Many Others, 1t Was Accidental, If
the Indian Story Is True,

It does not = that any record
was made of aboriginal mehtods of tap~
ping the maple and converting its sap
into sugar, nor is the oldest maple old
enough to tell us, though it had the
gift of speech or mign-making intelli-
gible to us. We can only guess that the
primitive Algonquin laboriously in-
flicted a barbarous wound with his
stone hatchet, and with a stone gouge
cut a place for a spout, so far setting
the fashion, which was long followed
by white men, with only the difference
that better tools made ble. Or
we may guess that the Indian, taking
& hint from his littie red brother,
Niguasese, the squirrel, who taps the
smooth-barked branches, broke these
off and caught the sap in suspended ves-
gels of birch bark, than which no clean-
er and sweeter receptacle could be
imagined. Doubtless the boiling was
done in the earthen kokhs, or pots,
some of which had a capacity of sev-
eral gallons. According to Indian
myths, it was taught by a Heaven-zent
instructor.

The true story of the discovery of
maple sugar making is in the legend
of Woksis, the mighty hunter. Going
forth one morning to the chase, he
bade Moqua, the squaw of his bosom,
to have a choice cut of moose meat
boiled fer him when he should return,
and that she might be reminded of the
time stuck a stake in the snow, and
made a straight mark out from it in
the place where its shadow would then
fall. She promised strict compliance,
and, as he departed, she hewed off the
desired tidbit with her sharpest stone
knife, and, filling her best kokh with
clean spow for melting, hung it over
the fire. Then she sat down on a bear-
skin and began embroidering a pair of
moccasins with variously dyed porcu-
pine quills,

This was a labor of love, for the moec-
casins, of the finest deerskin, were for
her lord. She became so absorbed in
the work that the lkokh was forotten
till the bark cord that suspended it was
burned off, and it spilled its contents
on the fire with a startling, quenching,
scattering explosion that filled the wig-
wam with steam and smoke. She lifted
the overturned vessel from the embers
and ashes by a stick thrust into its
four-cornered mouth, and when it was
cool enough to handile she repaired it
with a new bail of bark, and the kokh
was ready for service again. But the
shadow of the stake had swung 50 near
toward the mark that she knew there
was not time to melt snow to beil the
dinner.

Happily, she bethought her of the
great maple behind the wighwam, tapped
merely for the provision of a pleasant
drink, but the sweet water might serve
a better purpose now, So she filled the
kokh with sap and hung it over the
mended fire. In €pite of Impatient
watching, it presently begnn to beil,
whereupon she popped the ample ration
of moose meat into it and set a cake of
pounded corn to bake on the tilted slab
before the fire. Then she resumed her
embroidery, in which the sharp point
of each thread supplied its own needle.

The work grew more and more in-
teresting. The central figure, her hus-
band's totem of the bear, was becoming
s0 lifelike that it cculd easily be dis-
tinguished from the wolves, eagles and
turtles of the other tribal clans. In
imagination she already beheld the
moccasins on the feet of her noble Wok-
sis, now stealing in awful silence along
the war path, now on the neck of the
fallen foe, now returning jubilant with
triumph or fleeing homeward from de-
feat, to ense the shame of failure by
kicking her, in which case she felt her-
self bearing, as ever, her useful part.
So she dreamed and worked, stitch by
stitch, while the hours passed un-
heeded, the shadow crept past the mark,
the kokh boiled low, nnd the cake gave
forth the smell of burning. Alas! the
rake was a blackened crisp, and lo! tha
once juicy piece of meat was a shriv-
aled morsel in the midst of a gummy,
dark brown substance.

She snatched kokh and cake from the
fire, and then, hearing her husband
voming, she ran and hid herself in the
nearest thicket of evergreens, for she
knew that when he found not where-
with to appease the rage of hunger
he would be seized with a more terrible
one against her. Listening awhile
with a quaking heart, and catching no
alarming sound, but aware instead of
an unaccountable silence, she ventured
forth and peeped into the wigwam.

Woksis sat by the fire eating with
his fingers fromn the kokh, while his
face shone with an expression of su-
preme content and enjoyment. With
wonder she watched him devour the
last morsel, but her wonder was greater
when she saw him deliberately break
the earthen pot and liek the last vestige
of spoiled cookery from the shards.
She could not restrain a surprised ery,
and, discovering her, he addressed her:

“0, woman of women! Didst thou
conceive this marvel of cookery, or has
Klose-kur-Beh been thy instructor?”

Being a woman, she had the wit to
withhold the exact truth, but permitted
him to believe whatever he would.

“Let me embrace thee,” he cried, and
opon his lips she tdsted the first maple
Sugar.

The discovery was made publie, ana
kokhs of sap were presently boiling
in every wigwam. Al were so anxious
to get every atom of ithe precious sweet
that they broke the kokhs and seraped
the pieces, just as Woksis, the first
sugar-eater, had done. And that is
why there are so many fragments of
broken pottery and so few whole vessels
to be found.—Atlantic Mgn_thly.

Nlept in the Hencoop.

“Papa, is Mrs. Bigelow very poor?™

“No, Cedric, Mrs. Bigelow is well off;
don't you know what a nice house she
bas?"

“But she sleeps in the hen-coop,

“Why, Cedriel”

“She said she did.”

“What do you mean?”

“Don’t you remember when she was
bere to dinner night before last she
excused herself, and said she must go
home early because she went to bed
with the chickens?"—Harper's Round
Table.

At the inqguest.

“You say you knew this man? Is
there any particularl:“gnbywhinhy-
recognize the corpse

“Oh, yes, your honor, be was deaf.”
—Le Carleature.
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Then the missionary urged the
Eskimos to go out and see if they could
not find a stray ptarmigan or sea fowl.

About two miles from the camp one
of the Eskimos discovered two long
bones protruding from the frozen earth.
He called a companion, and the latter
recognized the bones at once as ivory
tusks, and decided to secure them. The
two men went to work with their axes
and chopped away the ground, and,
much to their amazement, soon began
cutting out frozen flesh, perfectly pre-
served. They secured a quantity of
this and hastened back to camp, where
they told their story and displayed their
find. The missionary, who was some-
thing of an archaeologist, cencluded
that the animal from which the flesh
came was a prehistoric mammoth, and
he knew, too, from his reading, that the
flesh was good to eat, and the whole
party thatafternoon rejoiced their fam-
ished stomachs, and lived on the flesh
for three weeks, when they were able
to proceed on their journey. The mis-
sionary secured the tusks, which meas-
sred eight feet in length. He made sn
examination of the place where the car-
cass is embedded, and thinks that the
hody of the animal is not complete. It
is lying on its back, and the hind por-
tion and legs seem to have been broken
off. He intends to make further inves-
tigations during the summer. Tho
ground In the region is perpetunally
frozen. The missionary considers that
the discovery of the mammoth was a
miraculous act of Providence to save
himself and the members of his party
from starvation. They had sufficient oil
with them to thaw the flesh and mako
it palatable.

Bones of mammoths have before been
found in the region east of the moun-
tains, bui this is the first time on record
that a carcass with flesh on it lias been
disco¥ered. In point of time the mam-
1aoth belongs exclusiwely to the post-
tertiary, or pleistocene, spoch of geolo-
gists—N. Y. Sun.

CYCLE RIDING.

Knees-Up-to-Chin Fosition Not .‘ Pretty
One for Girls.

One of the most serious difficulties
encountered by the learner of cyeling,
especially of the softer sex, is the de-
sire of makers and teachers to drill her
into what we may, for want of a better
phrase, dub the monkey-on-the-stick
attitude, so much affected among the
park riders. The familiar toy of child-
hood, when in repose. has its knees up
to its chin and its hands at about the
same level, and for some good and sufli-
cient reason that isconsidered the right
attitude by many. Now, says an au-
thority on cycling, we are far from ad-
voecating the “scorcher” attitude, with
the saddle far back, the handles well
down, and the rider pulled absurdly
forward; but there is something be-
tween the two poses which is much more
correct from all points of view—that is,
an easy upright attitude, fairly over the
pedals, with the handle bar just high
enough to cause the arms to be slightly
bent when the rider sits upright.

Another of the learner's most serious
difficulties is to overcome the tendency
to hurry matters. The balancing of a
cycle, and the more deliberately, with-
in reason, of course, the attempt is made
the sooner will success attend the ef-
fort. Many of the difficulties of the bal-
ance are accentuated by the machines
upon which the essay is made; they are
out of true, the wheels donot track, and
so on, but they are good enough for the
work they are used for, and the learner's
sensations after relinquishing the
learning machine and mounting a trim
and new bicycle are those of astonish-
ment and pleasure at the comparative
ease with which the previously difficalf
tasks are accomplished.

Another point often sadly worries the
learner—the question of mounting. In-
deed, the fact that the novice “cannot
mount” is often quite a serious worry,
which makes the learner despondent.

The present writer, with 22 years’ ex-
perience of continuous cycling on all
sorts of cycles, has probably not used
the step to mount with 23 times in the
last 12 months. It is so much moresim-
ple to mount from the ecurb, or the grass
bank at the roadside, and the expert
does so as often as not.—St. James'
Budget.

A Spake’s Powsr to Charm.

A certain gentleman who resides nea:
by was convineed by watching a bird
and its mate worrying a snake under a
tree in which they had built their nest
that snakes do not charm birds, say:s
the Washington Supper Table. It was
at first thought the bird was charmed
by the snake, but after watching the
actions of the two for awhile he no-
ticed that the bird always kept out of
reach of the snake—*so near and yet
so far.” After several minutes of that
kind of teasing of his snakeship the bird
would go up in the tree and its mate
would come down and go through the
same maneuvers. In this way they
kept the snake from ciimbing the tree
to their nest and destroying their little
ones. Instead of being “hypnotized”
by the snake the birds showed reason-
ing and cunning superior to the
snake. It would be interesting to know
if any of our readers ever saw a snnke
charm & bird.—Pittsburgh Chronicle

Drawing the Line

look, “another seasom of political ac-
tivity has opened. 1 can detect the
odor of the campangn cigar!” Where-

the discriminating bird flew far,
far, to the northward, across the

time I fired it off.
ever got off alive.” Gunsel—"0, yes;
I forgot to tell you. You have heard of
ng guns the gov-

pocketbook which she held in her band.
It was fat, even as a plump partridge.
She was returning from the city, and
he bided his opportunity. It was dusk.
A!undypcnofthemdmmnhod.
He sprang forward, snatched the pock-
etbook from her hand and disap-

He wended his way back to
town. Gleefully he sought his attio
room. *“I shall dine well to-night,” he
said. And he opened the purse and
swooned. It was fat with samplesl—

Eﬂw ' M.
THE NEWLY RICH.

The sudden elevation from poverty
to riches is generally sccompanied by
sometimes startling and always amus-
ing manifestations. Nine men out of
ten, when they find the gaunt wolf of
hunger and inconvenience forever ban-
jshed from their door first think of the
style in which they should live in ordex
to conform to the munificence of their
suddenly-acquired fortune, and they
fnvest forthwith in as costly & house
and grounds as they can afford. Sume
take extreme delight in parading the
fruits of their new wealth before those
of their neighbors whose opulence is of
more mature age, and who have there-
fore offered many a (fancied) snub.
A case in point is that of a lawyer's
young arsistant, living in a neighboring
state, whs a short time ago was for-
tunate enough to come into property of
the value of nearly a quarter of a mil-
lion dollars, which enabled him to em-
bark on a policy of revenge which he
had long cherished in his mind, but
which he had not the slightest hope of
ever being able to carry out. His em-
ployer, a man of obscure origin and
most oftensive manners, had been in the
habit of treating him with the utmost
disdain, and, not unnaturally, the clerk
thirsted for an epportunity of paying
him back in his own coin.

The opportunity came with the ad-
vent of his great riches, and he took the-
fullest advantage of every occasion to
excite the envy of his quondam em-
ployer and to belittle him in the eyes
of his friends. He made a practice of
driving in state past the lawyer’s office
two or three thmes a day, his “furn-out™
in the morning being a smart and dash-
ing tandem, and in the afterncon an
elegant carriage and pair. If the at-
torney attended the theater or any pub-
lic meeting his once-despised clerk was
there occupying a better position than
himself. ¥

Happening to hear of a debt of §2,000
or $3,000 owing by the latter, he bought
it at a premium, sued for and recovered
it, and administered the coup de grace
to his enemy by making him a bank-
rupt.—Cincinnati Enquirer.

Why Some Animals Lap.

The reason that certain animals lap
instead of drink seems to be an arrange-
ment of nature to prevent carnivorous
animals, whose stomachs are compar-
atively small, from over-distending
themselves with water. Most of the
apnimals that suck when drinking are
herbivorous and have large stomachs,
or more than one, with a or re-
ceptacle for unchewed food, and with
them digestion is & slow process and
there is little, if any, danger of over-
distension, although such a thing is not
unknown with some domestic herbivor-
ous animals. Digestion is & much more
rapid process with the carnivora, and it
is important that it should not be de-
layed by the ingestion of large quanti-
ties of cold water. Dy the
mouth and throat are thoroughly moist-
ened, while the water is supplied to the
stomach in small quantities, properiy
warmed and mixed with saliva. Itmay
be fairly assumed that the carnivora are
of more recent creation, for the herbi-
vorous animals are their food, and that
therefore lapping may be considered a
more highly developed way of drinking
than sucking.—Detroit Free Press.
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